
The Tragedie 

Ilajf, So profper I, as I fwcarc perfeA loue« 

Riu, And I, as I loue Haftings with my heart. 

Kin. Mad 2 m,vour fetfe arc not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonne Dorfct, Buckingham, nor you, 

You haue bene factious one againft the other; 

Wife, loue Lord Haftings, let him kifle your hand, 

And w hat you do, do it vnfainc dly : 

Sih Here Hading 1 ;, 1 wilreuer more remember 
Ouf former batrcd,fothriueI and mine. 

Dor, Thusenrcrchangeoflouc, I here proteft, 

V pon my part fhall be vnuiolable. 

Ha. A nd fo fvyeare 1 my Lord- 
Kin, Now princely Buckingham fealc theu this league, 
With thy embraccments to my wiues allies, 

A nd make me happie in your vnitie. 

Buc, W hen euer Buckingham doth turne his hate 
On you, or yours, but with all dutious lotie 
Doth chcrifhyou and yours.God punifh me 
With hate, in thofe where I ekpefi mod loue, 

When I haue moft need to imploy a friend. 

And moft adured that he is a friend, 

Deepe, hollow, trechcrous,and full of guile 
Bchcvntorae, This do IbeggeofGod, 

When I am cold in zeale to you or yours. 

Kin. A pleating cordial! princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vovve vnto my fickiy heart : 

There wanteth nowdur brother Glofler here. 

To make the perfeft period of this peace. 

Enter Glocejier, \ *. 

Buc. And in good time, here comes the noble Duke. 
glo, Good morrow to roy foueraigne king and quecne, 
A nd princely peercs, a happie time of day. 

Km. Happie indeed.as wchauelpemttbeday : 
Brother, we haue done deeds of cHaritie ; 

Made peace of enmitic,faire loue of hate, 

Bctweene thefe fwelling wrong incenfed Peeres. 

Glc. A b’effedjabour moft fmieraVgne liege, 

Amongft thisptincely heape, if any here 
By faife intelligence, ot wrong furmife, 


of Richard the third. 

Hold me a foe, if I vnwittingly.or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence,! defire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace* 

T’s death to me to be at enmitie. 

I hate it, and defire all good mens loue.' 

Firll Madame, I intreat peace ofyou, 

Which I will purchafe with my dutious fcruice. 

Of you my noble ccufen Buckingham,’ 

If euer any grudge were lodg d bctweene vs. 

OfyouLord Riucrs.and Lord Gray of you, 

That all without defert haue frownd on me, 

Dukes, Earles, Lords, gentlemen, in deed of all s 
1 do not know that Engliili man aline. 

With whom my foule is any ioite at oddes, 

More then the infant thatisbprne tonight i 
I thanke my God for my humilltie. 

Qu. A holy day lliall, thisbe kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were w ell compounded, 

My foueraigne liege I dobefecch your maieftie 
To takeout brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why Madame, haue! offred loue for this, 

To be thus (corned in this royal! prefence i 
Who kn® wcj not that rhenoble Duke is dead i 
You do him injury to fcorne his ccurfe. 

Ri , Who knowes not he is dead; who knowes he is 
J>ht. All feeing heauen.what a world is this i 
Buc. LookeHb pale Lord Dorfet as the reft ( 

‘Dor. I my good Lord, and no one in this prefence, 

But his red colour hath forfooke his cheeke?. 

Kin, Is Clarence dead, the order was reuet ft, 

Glo, But he (poorc foule)by your firft order died, 

And that a winged Mercury did bear e. 

Some tardie cripple borethe counfermaurid. 

That came too iagge to fee him buried : 

Goc! graunt that feme lefle noble, and lefTe Joyali, 

Nearer in bloudie thoughts, but not in bloud : 

Dcferue not wotfe then wretched Clarence did, 

And yet goc currant from fufpitipn* Enter Darkie, 
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